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—_—— in a verdant rich retreat, 
Where laviſh Nature pour'd forth ev'ry ſweet; 
Where Summer with unuſual beauty glow'd, 
And golden Autumn all her fruits beſtow'd ; 
B 


, ̃ —⅛ . , 


— rnd TE 3 


1 6 1 


Where chryſtal riv'lets flow'd the meads along, 


And Philomela tun'd her ſofteſt ſong 3 


HokraTto and AMAnDpa—matchleſs pair— 


Retir'd from pleaſures they diſdain'd to ſhare. 


The joys of diſſipation ſeem'd to them, 


Something as much to pity as condemn. 


Their ſouls for nobler happineſs were form'd, 
Benevolence and love their boſoms warm'd : 


Love, that heald ev'ry care but one—to part 


And made each circumſtance engage the heart. 


—Love, that eſteem had nouriſh'd from its rooty 


And bore the tend'reſt friendſhip for its fruit, 


Nature with wend'rous {kill her part had done, 5 


And mark d HoxaTo for her fay'rite ſon, 


E- 1 
She gave him that inſinuating air, 
Which art can never reach, nor words declare; 
She gave him that intelligence of eye, 
Whoſe ſilent force might eloquence ſupply ; 


Yet—humble—ſoft—ſincere ! the gay, the meek, 


Would gladly all unite to hear him ſpeak 


He gave a confidence to modeſt worth, 


Gave life and energy to decent mirth, 


And Join'd with dignity ſuch native eaſe, 


He now idem · d form d to rule and now, to pleaſe, 


AMANDA fhone in every female grace, 


And Beauty held its empire in her face. 


The gentleſt look—the moſt bewitching air— 


A {mile beyond deſcription and compare; 
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Simplicity not always known to youth, 
And the pure accents of unſullied truth 
Theſe were AMANDA'S [ in her fpotlefs mind 
Sat Pity, Love, and Innocence combin'd-: 
Malice 4 Envy long in vain had ſought, 


To gain one ſelfiſh, one injurious thought. 


HOoRAT Io, all her humble ſoul ſupply'd, 
Nor could the world have drawn her 3 his ſide ! 
To ſee his brilliant eye expreſs delight, 
Was more them Summer to AMANDA's ſight; 
To walk with him had made a defert gay, 
And ſmooth'd the ſteep and ruggpd mountain's. 
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To hear him talk—it would ſuch joy TTY | 


"Twas more e than evi the Nightingale to her? 
Ah! ſwyeet Ane bal ſee the moment near, 
When this enchanting ſcene ſhall diſappear, - 
When this tranquillity ſhall take its flight, 
And leave the horrors of eternal Night th 
Thy.p6tleG ful, the worſt of griefs maſt prove; 


And patience find a ſhietd for coward: Love. 


T is honor calls HoraTto to the camp, 


1 ſhall thy fears his riſing ardor damp ? 


No, ſoft Au Ax DA ev'ry pang ſippreſs'd, 
And check'd the ſighwhich ſtruggled in her breaſt, 
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But cou'd ſhe from her much low 'd ſoldier part, 
And bear in ſolitude a widow'd heart?! 
O could ſhe bear to think the harb rous foe 
Might deal the dire irrevocable blow, 
Might wound the fearleſs boſom ſhe ador'd, 
Where all her treaſure, all her hope was ſtor d 
And ſtrangers ſhould the healing balm apply by 


With rough attention, and unmoiſten'd eye? 


4 O no—ſhe cried, AMANDa ſhall attend, 


00 Her Love, her Lord, her Huſband; and her 
% Friend 1 ſp] 

« Am hand ſhall dreſs thee for the fight; 

© Her Love fhall ſoften thy fatigue at night; * 
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4e Shall ſhe in b quit thy much lov'd fide, 
#6 To ev ry care as well as joy allied ? wt 

«© Could'ſt thou my heart's remoteſt dwelling ſee, 
0 All elimes, all places, are the ſame with thee; 
% O, Dear HoraT1o! truſt my truth in this, 
« Pd rather ſhare thy danger than thy bliſs, 
And could'ſt thou one, and only one impart, 


Id cheriſh half thy ſorrows in my heart,” 


In vain the youth repreſsd her tender zeal, 
And told her all the horrors ſhe muſt feel ; 
How mult the tumult fright her gentle ear, 


Unus'd the ſolemn din of War to hear! 


But now that tongue atcuſtom'd to prevail, 


Found all its powers of elocution fail; 
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That eloquence that never fail'd before, 


Preſerves its magic influence no more, 


In vain, each care and each fatigue is ſhewn, 


Whilſt all her foul is wrapp'd in him alone. 


She pray'd, ſhe wept—at length her wiſh ob« 


tain'd—_ 


They quit the bleſt retreat where pleaſure reign'd, 


Amanpa oft the trickling ſorrows hid, 


For Love will feign the eaſe it will forbid- 


Her boding fancy ſcenes of horror drew. 


| And'Gem'& to bid her tahe the laſt adieu 


The meads that boaſted ſuch a fragrant bloom; 


She thought oerſpread with a prophetic gloom,. 
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The very trees in ſilence ſeem'd to mourn, 
As if they ſaid—Ye never ſhall return. 


The ſtreams in doleful murmurs crept along, 


And the ſweet Blackbird ſung his ſaddeſt ſong. 


In yain the 8 with the Lover join d, 
To ſooth the terrors of AManDa's mind: 
She oft eſſay d to ſpeak -a -vain Eſſay 
The powers of uttrance ſeem'd diſſolvd away; 
Her eyes alone their eloquence produce, 
and gaze on him, as if *twas all their uſe; 


And that the ſpacious world of him bereft, 


Had nothing for Au AN DA-nothing left. 
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And now the dreadful morn beſtow'd its light, 


Alas! how many ne'er ſhall ſee the night ! 
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How many that with health and vigour glow, 
This awful morn ſhall lay for ever low! 
How many hearts that now for glory beat, 


Shall in tlie ſanguine current loſe their heat! | 


HoraTio! who can tell thy doubtful fate, 
Tremendous Death bach. ban iron gate: 
O Should'ſt thou enter with the ſlaughter'd cre Wy 
The fatal dart muſt pierce Au Ax DA too! 
„% Farewell, ſhe cried-O Vindeſt, deareſt, beſt 
May Heav'n'—a flood of forrow ſpoke the reſt. 
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Thrice, to each other's arms they fondly ſprung, 


While mute affliction ty'd each fault ring tongue; F 
Thrice did they fondly gaze—'tis o'er, tis paſt! 


That look-O poor AManDa-was thy laſt! 


And now the Sons of Mars embattled meet, 
And hungry Death prepares his ſavage treat; 
Glory inſpires each unexperienc'd ſword ; 

The Hero now 1s in his Son reſtor'd: 
And now the Father— now the Brother dies, 
While groans, and ſhouts of conqueſt rend the 


ſkies. | 
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wars dealt deſtruction all around, 
And tumbled youth and valour to the ground ; 
But fortune guides * unſuſpected ball 
Beloy'd Hon AT TO] thou art Ad to fall! 
On the cold earth he ſoon reſign d his breath, 


And look'd like Vict'ry in the arms of Death. 


AMANDa ſpent the day in ardent prayer, 
And wept and watch'd with unremitting care ; 
Twas evening now—and no HoxATTO came! 
A mortal horror chilłd her tender frame: 

* Where is Hon ATTO!?“ often would ſhe ſay, 


But none could clear her anxious doubts away, 
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None conld the fad cataſtrophe reveal; 
But Silence told what Pity would conceal. 


Unable now her anguiſh to contain, 
She ſought the bloody manſions of the flain; 
O'er mangled heaps in trembling haſte ſhe flew, 
A ſcene of grief and horror known to few! 
But ſavage Death had ſuch confuſion made, 
In vain the bleeding havock ſhe ſurvey d; 
She look'd with grief, confuſion and diſpair— 


—Nor form, nor feature was diſtinguifh'd there. 


But as ſhe turn'd away with frantic eye, 
She heard her faithful dog in'anguiſh cry ; 
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And as the wretched beaſt prolong'd his whine, 


She turn'd—and faw him on the earth recline. 


| [ 

Cloſe by a cold disfigured corpſe he lay, bp 

And ſeem'd a mournful reverence to pay: 

With anxious eare ſhe view'd the mangled face, | 

But no reſemblance could her ſanity trace; ; 

Till gazing on the wriſt, her eye was caught : 

—Some work ſhe ſaw, that once. her fingers F: 

wrought : 8 
[1 The pattern till ſhe knew, tho' ſtain'd and torn, 

| | And knew the precious hand on which 'twas worn. 1 

Upon the mangled corpſe herſelf ſhe threw, 0 

| And claſp'd the boſom bath'd in chilly dew ;. 0 


The hand ſhe preſs d in anguiſh, o'er and oer, 


\| And kiſs d the lips ſhe knew would ope no more. 
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Take me, ſhe cry d, thou dear disfigur'd 
Ne 14 % 


% The: world. can;/nefer reſtore thy matchleG 


worth; 
«All pale and cold, and mangled as thou art, 


„ Thou'rt all the treaſure of AnanDa's heart. 


te 0 * 0 relique! all mars left me now 
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« —To part a again Amano DA can't allow! 


« Take me thou bleeding . grave ſhall 
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Ms join, 
40 And make these of Fate) for ever mine. 


«© Thine own AMANDA ſhall 1 in death attend, 
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„For haves! 18 not a hive for Ene to end. 
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In the damp grave thou ſhalt be her's alone, 


HO bleſs d Aux AN DA !—he is ſtill thy own! 
% Nor friends, nor foes ſhall part thee from lis 
ſide, 


Nor that malignant arm by which he died. 


And then again,—ſhe preſs d the lifeleſs clay 
As if her ſoul had nigh diſſolv'd away: 
Then with a ſigh, ſerene, reſign d her breath, 


No purer ſpirit ever ſmil'd on death! 


Heaven ſaw, with gracious eye, ſuch virtuous 


love, 
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And Angels bore it to the realms above. 
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